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Introductions? 


I've broken all the mirrors in the condo, so when | answer the bell, forgive me for being myself. Ashamed eyes 


Polly 


"Jakob, pull over." my mom says. 

| do as she says, considering it's her car, and I'm still only learning to drive. 

She gets out of the car and walks a bit behind the car. 

She stops, talking to the homeless girl we passed. 

| study the girl in the rear view mirror. She's short- shorter than my mom- with choppy, messy black hair. 
She's extremely pale, and she's got big eyes. She's wearing a ratty old tee shirt, and ripped jeans, with a hoodie 
tied around her hips, and a backpack on her shoulders. 

My mom says something, and then turns, walking back to the car. The girl follows. 

My mom gets back into the passengers seat, and the homeless girl gets into the back My mom sits, facing 
forward. She looks at me. 

"Well?" she says, gesturing to the road. 

"Um." | say, my eyes traveling over my shoulder, to the back seat. 

"0h" she says. "This is Lacey. She's coming home with us." 


"Um, okay." | say, maneuvering the car towards home. 


| follow the two into their house. It's a really lovely house. Very big. 


The woman with the curly dreads, and the tan skin introduced herself as Adrienne. I'm guessing that the kid 
with the face like her's is her son Just a guess. 

"Okay" Adrienne says, "this is home. I'm gonna make up the guest room for you." 

| nod, taking in their beautiful home. 

Wow, is this swanky, or what? They've got a chandelier. A fucking chandelier! 

Adrienne stops, narrowing her eyes at me. 

"Jakob, go tell Joey that if he isn’t studying, I'll kill him." she says, smiling at her son 

Once he leaves, she turns to me. 

"Are you on drugs?" she asks, jumping right to the point. 

"No." | say. 

"Any sicknesses, allergies, parasites, etc | should be worried about?" she asks. 

| shake my head, my hair tickling me. 

She sighs. 

"Well... Like | said, you'll be staying in the guest room. You can shower, if you want. Towels are in the cabinet 
next to the toiler. Bathroom is the second door on your left, upstairs." she says, before turning and 
disappearing. 

| wander upstairs, looking at the pictures on the walls. 

Okay.. They seem like a normal family. Husband, wife, two teenage sons. The husband, | notice, seems familiar. 
Eh, whatever. 

| go into the bathroom, and lock the door. 

| sift through my backpack for the rolled-up pair of jeans, my pink undershirt, and clean undies. 

| don't have much in there- | own two pairs of jeans, a Nirvana shirt, a pink tank top, and two pairs of cotton 
panties are my only clothes. | switch them out whenever I'd go to the Rec center to shower, then to the 
Laundromat with the defective free machine. 

| also have a notebook, some pens, my hoodie, an eyeliner pencil, a lighter, ponytail holders, random coins, and a 
guitar pick. 

| put my clothes on the counter, and take a fluffy towel from the cabinet. Before setting it down, | press my 
face into. 

| don't know why. It smells good, though. 

| take a shower, my first hot shower in probably a year. 

In their shower are miscellaneous man-soap-objects, and a pink bottle of shampoo and a purple bar, which I'd 
assume are Adrienne's. 

| used a bit of her shampoo, and one of the random bars of soap. 

| turn off the water, deciding not to push my luck with a long shower. Not my bill to pay. 

| dry off, and put my clothes on. | dry my hair with the towel, and hand it on the bar, to dry. 

| drag my fingers through my hair, walking back downstairs. 

| wander into the kitchen, and see Adrienne stirring something in a pan, and another boy who looks like her 


sitting at the table. 


He looks up, staring at me. 

| walk a little bit further into the room, the scratchy stiffness of my jeans uncomfortable as always. It's from 
the cheap laundromat soap. 

"Damn." the boy mutters under his breath. His mother smacks the back of his head, and i feel my cheeks 
heat up. 

When they found me wandering down the road, | was on my way to work. | work in a bar. 

Yeah, | am-was?- a stripper. 

"What time is it?" | ask. 

"311" the boy says. 

"Fuck" | mutter. 

"Joey, watch your language." Adrienne says. 

"What?! That was her." he says, pointing at me. 

"Mrs. Armstrong, | need to get to work" | say. 

“Alright, Joey can drive you. He's got a license." she says "I'd take you, but | just started cooking dinner.” 
"That's fine by me." | say, looking at the boy- Joey. 

“Cool, let's go." 


Knocking Boots 


"So, what's the name of this place, again?" Joey asks, pulling the car around a correr. 

"Amile's" | say, shrinking down into my seat. 

"Hey, isn't that a strip joint?" he asks, giving me an odd look. 

"Please just drive." | say, trying to keep him from noticing my growing blush. 

"Okay, okay." he says, driving closer to the club. 

Soon, we're there. | start getting out of the car. 

"Do ya want me to come pick you up, later?" he asks. 

"Um.. that'd be nice. Yeah." | say. 

"Cool, what time?" he asks. 

‘Is... ll okay? Will you still be up?" | ask, not wanting to inconvenience him. "I can walk, if you're not gonna be up." 
"No, no, I's cool" he says. 

"Thanks, Joey." | say, closing the door. 

RK 

| walk out of the building, smelling like the girls‘ cheap perfume, and cigarettes, finally back in my familiar jeans 
and shirt. 

| get into Joey's car, shoving my backpack onto the floor by my feet. 

"So, did you make alotta cash?" he asks, pulling out. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" | ask. 

"Nothing. | swear, | didn't mean to be pervy or anything." he says, turning down the radio. 

| sigh. 

"| made some." | say, unzipping my bag, and pulling out my sandwich baggy of cash. 

| open it, to count today's profit. 

After sifting through the bills, | put the bag back. 

"I've got 200 dollars, right now." | say. 

"Really? Damn." he says. 

"That's a lot, especially for a Thursday." 

"Yeah, I'd guess. So, now what?" he asks. 

"what do you mean?" | ask, confused. 

"| don't know.. are you hungry? You didn't get dinner, and there's a 24 hour diner down here, called the Last 
Chance." he says. 

"Um.. sure. Yeah, that'd be pretty good." 

"Great" he says. 

EK 

We're sitting in a booth in the Last Chance Cafe. Joey ordered a chocolate shake, and | got a patty melt. 

At this point, we're debating over who should pay. 

"Dude, just let me pay for it" he says. 

"What? | just got payed, and you only got one thing, while I'm over here eating the entire country. Just let me 
get it" | say, pulling out a crisp twenty dollar bill 

"Plus, I'd love to hand that girl this particular dollar, after it's been in my underwear." | whisper. 


He laughs, nodding his head. 


"Yeah, okay. You can get it." 

This girl has been mouthing off to us, and generally being rude. 

She comes back over/ 

"You ready to pay, or what?" she asks, her greasy black hair flopping in her face. 

"Here. Keep the change.’ | say, handing her the twenty dollar bill that was squished against my vagina for at 
least 30 minutes. 

"Oh, uh, thanks." she says. 

"NOVA GET YOUR ASS BACK HERE!" someone calls from the kitchen. 

She scurries away, and | finish the last bite of my sandwich. 

"Would you mind driving me one last place?" | ask. 

"No, not at all. Where to this time?" 

"Walmart. |, uh, | wanna get some more clothes." | say, looking down. 

"Yeah, sure! Let's gol" 

*K 

l'm trying to check out, but | want to find Joey first. 

"Joey!" | whisper yell. 

He pops his head around the end of the aisle, looking at me. 

"You ready to check out?" | ask 

"Yeah, do you mind if | get this?" he asks, waving around a belt. 

"No, gimme it" | say, holding my hands out, so | can put it in the cart. 

"Wow, that's alotta clothes." he says. 

"Yeah, well.. I've only got two shirts, and two pairs of jeans. | just.. wanted more clothes." | say, blushing again 
"Oh, yeah, | get it" he says. 

| push the cart towards the check out. Only two are open, so we have to wait a couple minutes, but it's worth 
it. 

| picked out two new pairs of jeans, three solid color shirts-red, black, and grey, a pink button up, a black 
dress, a skirt, a pair of Converse All-stars, a pack of underwear, three bras, and a pack of socks. 

| really like clothes. And I'll have a dresser, in a room, in a house to keep them in now. 


This is a dream come true. 


Ht Was All A Lie 


We get back to the house, and Joey helps me carry my bags in. 

As the door shuts, | hear Adrienne clear her throat. 

"Hey, guys. Where have you been?" she says in a tone that makes it sound like she's about to explode. 

| asked Joey to take me to Walmart, since | got paid. | am sorry, there was an unusually long line at the check 
out." | say, hoping to calm her down a bit. 

She sighs. 

"| guess that's okay." she turns to Joey. "You coulda texted me." 

"Sorry, mom. It won't happen again" he says, walking up the stairs. 

| scurry after him, weighed down with my shopping bags. 

He shows me to the guest room, where we dump my bags. 

"You can put your shit in there." he says, pointing at a dresser. 

"Or, you could hang it in there, but you won't fit much." he says, pointing at a tiny closet opposite the door. 
"Okay." | say, dumping the contents of the bags onto the bed. 

"Help me take the tags off" | tell him, sitting down to remove the labels. 

RK 

After folding and putting away all of my clothes, and slipping into a new nightgown, | crawl into bed. | snuggle 
down under the fluffy duvet, and rest my head against the soft, squishy pillow. 

| lay there, in this blissful state, thinking about how everything had changed since this morning. 

| don't know how long I'll be here, but | hope Adrienne will let me stay. Honestly, that's why | decided to buy 
clothes today. To make her feel like | was settling in and making my own home here- she's feel terrible kicking 
me out. | could tell, by looking at her that she's that kind of person. 

Thinking about everything, | soon fall asleep 


| Want Nothing 


"Lacey, could you come down stairs?" Adrienne says through the door, after knocking. 

"Sure, just lemme get dressed | reply. 

| pull on my new jeans, and a shirt that has Betty Boop on it, new socks, and then | sit down on the bed, to tie 
my new Converse sneakers. 

| stand up, satisfied with my appearance, for once. It's nice, having new clothes to wear. 

| walk downstairs, and meet Adrienne and who appears to be her husband in the kitchen. 

"What's up?" | ask. 

"We just wanted to discuss how things'll be while you're here." Adrienne said. 

"Okay." | say. "Ive got a job, so | can pay rent. | don't eat much, and | don't take up a lot of space. I'm kind of 
the smallest person | know." 

Adrienne smiles. 

"That'd be great. And, also, | was wondering if you could possibly start working days? | don't know how | feel 
about having you out all night, then coming in at | o'clock in the morning.” 

"Um.. | don't mean to sound rude, but it's literally impossible for me to work daytime." 

"Why? where do you work, anyway?" her husband chimes. 

"Um.. | do not feel comfortable disclosing this information | say. 

Adrienne narrows her eyes at me. 

"Where do you work?" 

"Amile's" | whisper, looking down 

"Where?" she asks, not catching it. 

| sigh, dropping my head back, staring at the ceiling. 

"Amile's." | say, louder. 

Adrienne and her husband look at each other. 

"That's a strip club." he says. 

"Uh-huh." | say. 

"Are you a bar tender.?" Adrienne asks. 

"Naah." | say. 

Adrienne gasps. 

‘Oh... | see." she says. 

"Is that a problem?" | ask. "I can, like, leave, y'know." 

"No. | won't hear of that" Adrienne says, shaking her head. 

"Okay, then." | say. 

"We're gonna find you a new job." she says, after a bit. 

"Why? | make more money taking my clothes off than | could running around, waiting tables all day." | tell her. 
"You can keep your job, until we find you a new one.” she tells me 

"Okay." | say. Looking down, | say "Y'know, I've still got some money from last night.. Can | take you guys out 
for lunch?" | ask. 

Adrienne smiles. 

"You're a sweetheart. Let me go ask the boys if they're gonna come." 

**K 


We're sitting in the restaurant. lim sitting with Joey, and Adrienne, on one side, with Billie Joe and Jakob across 
from us. 

We're in the same diner me and Joey came to last night. 

When coming in, | noticed a "HELP WANTED" sign in the door. 

When the waiter- a cranky looking young man, with shaggy black hair, and heavy eyeliner- comes over with 
our food, | ask him about it. 

"Has the position been filled yet?" | ask. 

"Hell no, we put that up this morning. Our head waitress, Nova, left last night. she quit." he says, in his raspy 
smoker's voice. 

Nova.. that was the cranky bitch who got my vagina-money. 

"Do you want to apply?" he asks. 

"Yeah, sure. That'd be great" | say, smiling at him. He's got gorgeous eyes. They're dark green. I'm a sucker for 
pretty eyes. 

He leaves, and comes back with an application. 

"Thanks." | say. 

"No problem, baby-doll" he says, winking at me. 

After we're all finished with our meals, | go up to pay. Standing at the register, | watch as the waiter jogs 
over, to take my cash. 

"Okay, baby-doll, that'll be $2056" he says. 

| hand him a twenty dollar bill, and dig through my bag, in the search of coins. 

| find two quarters, which | set on the counter, then | find a nickle, and a penny. 

"Awesome. Exact change." he says, smirking. 

"Exact change is my fucking religion" | say. 

"Y'know, you're pretty easy on the eyes.” he says, leaning in 

"You're not too bad yourself." | say. 

"What do you say we go out?" he asks. 

"Sure. | get off at midnight." | say. 

"Cool, same here. Meet me out there." he says, jerking his thumb towards the parking lot. 

"Awesome. See you tonight." | say. 

"Later, baby-doll" he says, as | turn, walking out. 

| get in the backseat of the car, smushed against Joey and Jakob. 

"What was that about?" Billie Joe asks. 

"Oh, |, uh.. I've got a date with the waiter, after work" | say. 

"Really?" Adrienne asks. 

"Yeah. We both get off at midnight, and I'm to meet him here." 


"Great." Adrienne says. 


